similarly referred to her as "the global literary sensation nobody knows." These comments refer to both the excitement that her works have generated among her reading public and to the reclusiveness she cultivates by hiding her identity behind a pseudonym and assiduously avoiding the public eye. It was Wood's description of Ferrante's "remarkable, lucid, austerely honest novels" that led me to read L'amica geniale (2011) As the opening pages of L'amica geniale make clear, Elena, now in her sixties, has decided to write the chronicle of the long-enduring friendship after Lila, always unpredictable, disappears without a trace. The tetralogy is thus at first glance a memoir. But instead of retrospective analysis or of remembrances viewed through the lenses of what has transpired over the years, the author chronicles them as they happen and as Elena experiences them.
Elena's narration re-creates with thick particularity and total immediacy the details not only of the friendship and of her ongoing emotional life but also the social, commercial, and political intricacies of the rough and seamy neighborhood as a whole. More than friends, Elena and Lila are in a symbiotic relationship of imitation and competition, of entanglement and control, exemplifying the permeable borders which are sometimes said to be characteristic of women.
In childhood, Elena -an introspective and at the same time keenly observant narrator -reveals her fascination with the brilliant, charismatic, yet sometimes cruel Lila.
Elena loves Lila for the synergy between them, which inspires her and stimulates her to achieve.
Through persistence and effort, Elena manages to claw her way out of the educationally and economically deprived childhood setting she is born into to eventually earn a doctorate and to become an acclaimed writer. (Like Ferrante herself, she becomes famous for her portrayal of working-class Naples). Through all of this, she deals with the shadow of Lila, the brilliant friend whom she adores and whose vitality she needs but who alternates disconcertingly between supportiveness, indifference, and one-upmanship. Lila, who compared to Elena seems to have the more natural creative genius and the more effortless academic ability, is sadly prevented by what Russ calls "the double standard of content." When her narrator, like herself named Elena, returns to Naples after publishing a successful autobiographical novel based on some of her traumatic experiences growing up in the neighborhood, she is chastised for casting a negative light on its inhabitants and shamed as well for the sexual content of her writing. 
